68                T he   Roman tic
and a remarkable gardener* He xvrote a book about
English monasteries, which you will find in the
library if you care to look for it. But I am afraid you
will find it rather slow reading/1
"Were you fond of hixn?"
"Well, my love, it never occurred to me/*
"But did he never talk to you?"
"Once, before I went to school/*
"Your mother must have been lovely/' He Js
going to say that her portrait is in the drawing-room,
Lisa thought irritably (why am I getting so irrit-
able?), but he merely said, "She was generally
considered so/*
"Guthbert, are you sorry you married me?11
He looked at her in genuine astonishment. ("He
has never considered the question/' she reflected
acidly.)
"For an intelligent woman/* he said, "you ask
a number of very silly questions/1
He kissed the top of her head.
"Here is a man/' she thought, "with whom I live
and who believes he loves me, and yet he has never
yielded an inch of himself to me except his passion.
Or is there some withholding in myself of which
I know nothing?**
"Take me in your arms/' she said, wanting to be
sure of something,
He took her in his arms and held her very gently.